S - 
4 
—_— 


— 


The Breath of LIFE. 
B E. I N (6. 

An Account of a young Man that went to 

Sea, thinking it a pleaſant Life, but ſoon 

found his Miſtake. 1 
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1 HEN nrit I draw the breath of li e, 
£ It was in the merry month of June, 
The fourteenth day, as I was told, 

When roſes they were in their bloom. 


When we ac on the raging main, 
With wind right aſt, and pleaſant gale, 
O then we have our heart's deſire, 
When we can ſpread along our ail, 
Ou: main-fail is haul'd up in the brail, 
Our fore fail drove us bravely thro” 
Our top ſail and top gallant ſails. 
When hoiſted make a gallant ſhow. 
Now the wind won't ſtand, Im afraid, 
It beareth forward, I plain ly ſce, 
Get the fore tack down to the cat-head, 
The main rack down to the larcheſtree 
Down-Jurding fails alce aloft, 
And put them by, boys for 'tis time; 
And ftow-your kay fails fora and aft, 
And trim yours unto the wind 
And now ſhe'il hardly lay her courſe, 
So let us get our tack on board, 
Our ſte-ts haulid out, and our bowling haul'd 
And ſee ail things prepar*.! 
We muſt expect to head the ſea, 
Where foaming billows lovely roars 
Like hills and-dates the main looks you ſee, 
Now our pleaſant ſail is o'er. 


— 


In feventeen hundred and five, 
It was the very date of the year ; 
: My parents did for me provide 
The beſt of learning I do declare, 
When I grew. up they aſt d me thus, 
' What trade they ſhoujd for me provide? 
O then | anſwer's them again, 
My mind to croſs the ocean wide. 
Me & himſical brain did fuly ſhew, 
The pleaſures ſeamen enjoy'd at fea, 
But ndt the ſerrow, grief, and woe, 
They ſuffer in extremity. 
I their be pleaſure's on the ſeas, 

Tis when the wind and wheather's fair, 
"\Vith a bew of punch, H-re's to you Jack, 
: Fthank you Will let's drown ai] care, 
> Hardſtips we know, there is full well, 

hut we miſt neverflinch, altho' 
- Dail Uiſmal niglits, aud loſty (eas, 
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Inſtead of ſtudding now 'tis luff, 
Don't fall off, my boys, and thus ſo near, 
The grampus blows a lofty. ſpout, 
The fky looks diſmal, I declare 
It's in top gallant-ſails, my boys, 
Haul down your top-maſt, {tay -ſails too, 
We have meta tarter I'm afraid, 
We'll ſettle our three top-ſails well, 
Now my boys, let us reel while we have time, 
Let run your top fails, haul the yard down, 
The fore and top bowling gone, 
Set the weather paces round, 
And ſpill your fails my hearts of gold, 
Haul your reel-tacks alſo, | 
It will blow hard, | &-» perceive, 
Let's chew them up while we are here below. 
The ſingle reefs in cach top fail, 
And to furl them itis agreed. 
So beat a nand, my hcarts of gold, 
And make haſte down with nimble ſpeed, 
And ſee your jcers clear fore and aft, 
Your haul down tackel-hood alfo ; 
And ſee all things ready prepar'd, 
Both up aloft, and down below, 
Btail up your mizen ſnug, my boys, 
And chearful lower away your yard; 
The ſky looks dark and diſmal too, 
Which plainlv ſhows it will blow hard. 
A good hand by the main-ſheet, 
And ſee all care to let it fly: 
It looks as thick as butter-miik, 
And will be with us by-and by, 
So hard a weather goes the helm, 
Let fly the main-ſheet n with ſpeed, 
This furious ſquall will ſoon be o'er, 
It breaks apace, I do perceive. 
Come haul aft your main-ſheets again, 
Luff round, my boys, let's loſe no ground: 
The ſky looks dark and diſmal to, 
We will ſurely lower our fore-yard down. 


80! forward now, my hearts of gold, 


Let go your lifts in tte fiſt place; 
A ſturdy fellow at the jeers, 
.And ftrength required at the brace. 
Your down hal! tackle muſt be man'd. 
Clue garnets, burnt line, and liſt lines too, 
. Eaſe off your ſheer, let rife your tack, 
And now my boys, let's clue him up. 
Belay your lifts ſccurely hard. 
Then vp aloft, and furl him ſnug, 
Quoil up your ropes, and then come aft, 


And well all hands tipple the nut-brown jug, 


And now our:heim is laſh'd a lee, 
And now all things are ſecure aloft ; 
| You at the helm, pray mind the glaſs, 
Niere fhe comes to, and likewiſe falis off, 
The ſtorm incre:ſes more and mc: e, 


We'll up, and make a reef. in our main-ſail, 
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In one conſent let it be agreed, 

Let ſeamen's courage never fail. 
And to your ſtation, now my boys, 

Pray ſtand by the feamen every one, 
Ie off your ſheet, let riſe your tack 

Sat in your brace, your bow line Cown, 
When this-is done, then down we come, 

To ſee what more we have to do. 
We. loſe our mizen in the brails, 

We balance him and ſet him ſo, 
Naw he's balanc'd in a trice, 

Sway up the yard, haul aft the ſheet, 
No ſooner ſpoke, but away fhe flies, 

And leaves the bolt rope in its ſtead, 
Our goodly ſhip lies dangerous too, 

In the ſurge of all the ſea, 
And takes us upon the broadſide, 

And make o'er us a paſlage free. 
Vou ſee the danger we are in, 

For God's ſake, boys what ſhall us do? 
It's better ſail before the wind, 

I'm ſure, my boys, than thus lie too 
In one eonſent let's be agreed, 

In readineſs prepare all things, 
And burnt our fore- ſail ſ&urely aft, 
And well ſcud under our gooſe wings. 
Now ſteady, ſteady, is the word, 

Pray mind your helm. Steady, ſtarboard, 
No ſooner ſpoke but brought to: | 

Pray ſtop her, it hard a port. 
_ mind the motion of her head, 

or God's take keep off, don't bring her too, 

For all our lives lie at ſtake, 

Our goodly ſhip and cargo too, 
No ſooner ſpoke, but away ſhe flies. 

Alas ! they ſtrove but in vain, 
For down ſhe lies on the careen, 

As if ſhe'd never riſe again. 
We being now in this diſtreſs, 

Our mizen- maſt we cut away, 
Thinking tolighten her again: 

But all in vain, ſcud down the lay. 
You ſee what danger we are in, 

The. beſt comfort we can afford, 
To right our ſhip and ſave our lives, 

We.cut our main- maſts by.the bagrd, 


The ſeas they roll'd like mountains high, 


Which ſtav'd cur boat in pieces {mall : 
Of all our lofty ſtanding maſts, 
Our foremaſt ſtood, and tha: was zll. 


Now fo conclude, and make aud end, 


If I had known as much before, 
I would have choſe ſome other trade, 
And liv'd contented on the ſhore. 
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